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THE FMEND AND BEOTHER; 

SYMPATHY IN AFFLICTION. 



** Jesus wept." — John xi. 35. 

Yes, " God manifest in flesh " dropped tears of tended 
sympathy when viewing the scene of man's deepest grief: 
bereavement — death. He could fathom the depths of 
human, woe, being the '' man of sorrows and acquainted 
with grief." His holy bosom, fuU of loving compassion, 
heaved with emotion so profound that oiJy the silent tear 
which trickled down His care-worn cheek could ade- 
quately express it. His thoughts were too big for utter- 
ance ; in silence they rested inHisjsoul* So deeply moved 
was He, when He regarded the mourning sisters, the un- 
believing Jews, and that cold tomb which covered the 
mortal remains of His lately departed friend. His 
" troubled spirit " groaned, and could find no relief but in 
converse with His Father. He turned from earth's scene 
of sorrow, and gathered up comfort and strength from 
Him who had hitherto sustained Him, and testified of 
His delight in Him. Thus refreshed by inward commu- 
nion. He declared, in thankfulness of spirit, " Father, I 
thank Thee that Thou hast heard Me." 

He had just spoken of resurrection and Ufe. " I wk^ 
the resurrection, and the life ; \i^ \?Iq».Vi >o^<5?s^^Hs^.^^'fc 
though he were dead, yet Bbaa\ie\v?er ^TtooAT^^^"^^^^^'^ 
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the bereaved, sorrowing Martha, beyond the bitterness of 
death and the silence of the grave, coming life and bliss. 
Though deeply touched by the desolation and grief of 
those whom He loved, He ** groaned " and " wept " be- 
cause those around Him, so suffering, did not find in 
Him a source of consolation welling up with assured 
hope and joyful anticipation. 

Man dwells upon present suffering ; his spirit broods 
over its own desolation. The God-man bids the eye of 
faith rest upon Himself, that, looking off from present 
woe, the vision of the future might cheer the grief-stricken 
soul with the contemplation of coming repose, reunion, 
and perfect bliss. 

Man's heart longs for sympathy. It cannot bear an 
accumulation of sorrow alone; poignant suffering cor- 
rodes its tenderest fibres, and, if unalleviated, induces a 
feeling of desolation bordering on despair. Thus, well- 
nigh overwhelmed, it finds no solace in the world, but 
sickens at its hollowness, emptiness, and vanity. 

How different the Christian ! Amid all the trials of 
life, however much bowed down, a rill of loving, perfect 
sympathy fiows into his bosom, assuaging the rising flood 
of his grief, calming and sanctifying his soul. His heart 
may be weighed down, bruised and crushed with sorrow, 
but the Saviour's once-pierced hands bind it up with 
bands of love, and the breathings of sympathy whisper in 
the soul, ** I will never leave thee nor forsake thee ;" '' All 
things work together for good to them that love God." 
Thus the soul is borne up in bereavement, and a smile of 
conscious blessing beams forth from the sorrowing face. 
Nothing so cheers and gladdens the heart of man as 
communion with Jesus and fjEuthful reliance upon His 
unchanging love : 

"BjKppjQuj who trwt in Jmoi, 
Sweet ihmr portioa it and rat«.'* 
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We have been led into this train of thought by the 
voice of our Father in our midst. He has again reminded 
this little flock of the fleeting character of all earthly 
happiness. But lately, perhaps a fortnight or three 
weeks since, there sat in our midst one beloved in the 
Lord, our sister in Jesus, a ** helpmeet " to her husband, 
and a faithful Christian mother to her little ones. We 
thought she might be spared to them and to us for many 
years to come; that we sjiould yet ofben take "sweet 
counsel together," and " grow in the knowledge of our 
Lord and Saviour." But our Father hath said, "My 
ways are not as your ways, nor My thoughts as your 
thoughts." His thought of love was, to take her from 
among us in the midst of her usefulness — to take her 
from the bosom of her husband in the full bloom of her 
womanhood — to take her from her hapless little ones — 
yea, from one to whom she had but lately given birth — 
when most they needed her motherly care ! And yet this 
was His purpose of love, so surely so, yet so hard to be 
realized. 

We all now mourn. The grief-stricken husband's 
bleeding heart quivers with tenderest emotion, as every 
fresh recollection of his late beloved one returns to his 
memory; he is bowed down as he feels now a void, a 
desolation, where once a welcome and a smile greeted 
him. The little ones, accustomed to her loving smile and 
tender accents, weep for their missing mother, though 
happily but little conscious of their reid loss. 

Such is the scene of earth's sorrow, and were Jesus, 
the Blessed One, still walking our earth. He also would 
mingle His tears with ours, not because of our present 
bereavement, but because of our unbelief, our selfishness , 
and earthly-mindedness ; weeping with us in the symi^atK^ 
of sorrow. He would say, " I am tVi^T^svscct^^^w^^^sA.*^^^^*^ 

li& : he that believeth ixx M.e, tVo^^^^ ^^^^ ^'^'^^^ ^"^ 
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shall he live." He would bid us look upward and 
onward, even homeward. He would again say to ns, as 
He did to His sorrowing disciples, " In my Father's house 
are many mansions. I go to prepare a place for you. 
And if I go and prepare a place, I will come again, and 
receive you unto Myself; that where I am, there ye may be 
also ? " He would remind us of His prayer to Sis Father 
and atir Father : " Father, I will that they also whom 
Thou hast given Me be with Me where I am, that they may 
behold My glory." His present thought would be, the 
union of His redeemed with Himself in glory, far, far away 
from this " vale of tears'* and of death. But though still 
cherishing the tenderest sympathy for us in all our woe, 
He is not here. He is gone into heaven, and is on the 
right hand of Qod ; — ^yet He is here by His Spirit, the 
Comforter, by whose teaching He still cQrects our sorrow- 
ing hearts to that ''blessed hope," as the one object of 
our longing and earnest expectation. 

WiBy alas ! live and act too much for present things ; 
but our Father deals with us in reference to our eternal 
interests. He alone knows what is for our good, what 
tends to our real happiness ; and it is part of the 
"obedience of fiaith" to trust Him, to believe Him, to be 
assured that, however much we may be tried, He is but 
accomplishing in us " all the good pleasure of His good- 
ness," even His " thoughts of peace concerning us." And 
in proportion to our faith do we now confide in His wis- 
dom, faithfulness, and love. 

Our sister " sleeps in Jesus ;" her spirit is at home 
with the Lord ; " absent from the body," she is " present 
with the Lord." She has put off the earthly house of 
this tabernacle — has done with toil, temptation, weak- 
ness, failure ; no more sorrow, sickness, pain, nor death ; 
the " former things " with her have passed away. The 
Mortal Bleeps the sleep of death, lies in \ksR cold gjwre \ 
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but the spirit is at ^* home with the Lord/' reposing in 
the consciousness of His abiding peace and love; yet 
both, the mortal and the immortal, wait the coming of 
Christ. ** Por, if we believe that Jesus died and rose 
again, even so they also who sleep in Jesus will Gtod 
bring with Him. For the Lord Himself shall descend 
from heayen with a shout, with the voice of the arch- 
angel, and with the trump of G-od : and the dead in Christ 
shall rise first ; then we which are alive and remain shall 
be caught up together with them in the clouds, to meet 
the Lord in the air : and so shall we ever be with the 
iiord." "Well may we add, ** Wherefore comfort one 
another with these words." Surely this is " strong con- 
solation !" 

And now, in conclusion, let us in solemnity of spirit 
yet without fear, approach the death-bed of our beloved 
sister, and let us there gather up lessons of faith and 
confidence in the unchanging love of Jesus. And as we 
stand around and listen to the last testimony of a peace- 
ful, reliant, Jesus-sustained spirit, about to escape from 
its suffering, sinking, dying, prison-house of clay, may 
all realize the solemn peacefulness of the moment, and 
exclaim — " Surely the Lord is in this place ; " " this is 
the gate of heaven." 

Our lately departed sister had been brought safely 
through the hour of nature's trial, and both mother and 
child were doing well. Some days after her confinement 
symptoms of that fatal disease. Diphtheria, began to mani- 
fest themselves. On Thursday, the 20th of January, they 
set in, and on the morning of the following Monday, the 
24th, our sister's spirit departed this life in the Lord. 

Her medical attendant, a man of faith and prayer, 
was standing by her bedside, and saw that she was. 
sinking. As her husband wti& «&)^^t^, ^^^^sssss^^^^aJsiMe^ 
medical aid, he communicateaL toV^t \sm^ \i^^a*^ '^^ "^^ 
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was going home : she replied, " I felfc yesterday that I 
should die, or bathsb that I should live." 

Her medical attendant then inquired, '^ Have you any 
desire to remain with us longer ?" She replied, " None 
whatever, except a mother's concern for her dear off- 
spring ; but I can leave my dear children in the hand of 
the Lord.'' 

This is no stoicism ; it is faith realizing the precious- 
ness of Jesus' word of promise ; it is the deepest repose 
of soul upon a Father's love, taking the bitterness of sepa- 
ration and the ^'sharpness of death," at His hand, 
with loving resignation and unshaken confidence. Her 
mother's heart would have been distracted with grief, if 
her strength had not been made equal to her day — if 
divine grace had not been sufficient for her. In Tier case 
the promise was fulfilled, " Fear not, for I have redeemed 
thee ; when thou passest through the waters, I will be 
with thee ; and through the rivers, they shall not over- 
flow thee : when thou walkest through the fire thou shalt 
not be burned ; neither shall the flame kindle upon thee ; 
for I am the Lord thy God, the Holy One, thy Saviour." 

Fearing lest her spirit should depart before her hus- 
band returned, her medical attendant inquired if she 
had anything to communicate to him. After, a short 
pause, she said, " I feel that I am going ; and now, dear 
sir, put down on a piece of paper what I say, and give it 
to my husband." After alluding to private matters, she 
added — '' He has been a dear kind husband, may the 
dear Lord sustain his mind under this heavy trial. Tell 
him to inform my relatives of my death, and make them 
fully acquainted with its suddenness. Tell him to thank 
the dear brethren, and all who have interested themselves 
in my recovery, and to tell them that I am going home, 
and as Gt>d will be glorified in it, I am desirous that His 
Meaged will may be done, Seud my love to Mr. , 
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and ail the saintB." Then turning to the medical at- 
tendant, she said—*' Thank yon, my dear sir, for all 
yonr exertions. You have done all that could be done, 
give me your hand. Ck)od-bye, good-bye." She then 
breathed a most fervent prayer, and, although gasping 
for breath, her voice was distinctly heard in a whisper. 
The desire of her soul was, that Jesus would soon take 
her home, and glorify Himself in"* her departure. She 
spoke of, and repeated, parts of her two favourite 
hymns : — 

" How vweet fhe name of Jesus sonnds Jesus I mj sheplierd, hnsband, flnend. 

In » beUever's ear 1 Tify prophet^ prienst, and king ; 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. My lord, xaj hfe, my wa^, my end. 

And dxires away his fear. Accept the praise I bring. 

It makaa the wounded spirit wh<de. Weak is the eflbrt of my heart. 

And calms the troubled breast ! And languid are my Uvjrs; 

'Tie maana to the hungry soul. Bat, when I see thee as thou art. 



And to the weary rest. 



I'll gire thee nobler praise. 



Dear name 1 the rook on which I build. Till then I would thy love prodaim 
My shield and hiding-i^ace ; Witili every fleeting breath ; 

My nerer-fiuHng treasury, filled And may the mnsio of thy name 

WittiT ^'-" -^ -' "* *^--'^ ' - " -^"^ " 



I boundless stores of grace. 



Reflpesh my soul in deatili. 



" Jesus, immntably the same I 
Thou true and hving vine ! 

Around tl^ all^rapportiing stem, 
MyfeeblB armsT twine. 

Quickened by thee, and kept allTC, 
I flourish and bmur firnit; 

My life I firam thy sap derire. 
My vigour frcnn thy root. 

I can do nothing without thee ; 
My strength is wholly thine : 



Withered and barren should I be 
If serered firom the vine. 

Upon my leaf, when parched witili heat, 

Befireshing dew shall drop ; 
The plant, iniioii thy risht Imnd hath set. 

Shall ne'er be rootedup. 

Each moment watered by thjr care 
And fenced with power divine. 

Fruit to eternal life shall bear 
The feeblest branch of thine." 



Portions of Scripture were then repeated, which she 
seemed to drink in with peculiar sweetness, and then 
expressed herself quite free from pain, and perfectly 
happy. 

As the nurse was supporting her head, she said — 
'' Oh ! nurse, cleave to Jesus, you see how precious it is 
to have such a blessed foundation." 

She then alluded to the neooBsifcY ol\i««w?» ^^rssssr.^ ^"^ 
salvation^ in order to have aetCL<bd^e®M»HiX^«^^^'^'^^^°^'^ 
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moment, and, afber a short silence, added, " I do not 
attach much importance to figures, but it appears to 
my mental vision as if I were about to cross a stream, 
and an angel-form were waiting at the further side to 
welcome me over." 

At this juncture, her beloved husband returned with 
the physician, and was only just in time to take the last 
fiEurewell of his best beloved partner, already sinking in 
the cold dark stream which separates time from eternity, 
faith from sight, hope from fruition. Perfectly conscious, 
kept in "perfect peace," her mind stayed upon her Saviour, 
she gently followed the beckoning of the ministering 
angel, as time, with its dark mantle of sin and suffering, 
passed away for ever, and her emancipated spirit, on " the 
further side,'' soon realized the beatific vision, *' absent 
from the body, present with the Lord." 

And now, " what shall we say to these things ?" " If 
God be for us, who can be against us P" " In all these 
things we are more than conquerors, through him that 
loved us." Eor we are " persuaded that neither death 
nor life shall be able to separate us from the love of Gtod 
which is in Christ Jesus our Lord." 

But what of you, poor sinner ? — you, worldly, carelest, 
wanton one I What is death to you ? How will you meet 
the " king of terrors," when he receives his commission 
to strike you ? Are you prepared to give up all, that 
Christ may be glorified in you ? Alas ! no. Your heart 
is in the world — ^your affections are set on things upon 
the earth — ^your hopes are in time. "Were death to come 
upon you this night, your heart would be filled with dis- 
may, and you would feel yourself undone. It is the 
subtle device of the Adversary to blind your eyes to your 
real danger. He whispers in your ear there is yet time, 
a " more convenient season." He fills your mind with 
worJdljr projects; he binds your affection ta earthly ob* 
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jects; he comes between you and your loving, dyifig 
Satiour. Yes, whilst esteeming yourself free, you are 
bound with fetters — ^led captive— the victim of a soul* 
destroying delusion. Oh, binner! learn this night a 
Saviour's love. *^ Taste, and see that the Lord is gra- 
cious." Bemember, the blood poured out on Galvaiy 
is sprinkled upon the mercy-seat: it speaks ''better 
things than the blood of Abel." Gome this night — oh ! 
come to Jesus. Cast your soul upon Him. Do you 
doubt Him P Did He not groan, and bleed, and die, that 
He might pay the penalty due to transgression — that 
He might this night come to your poor sin-possessed 
heart, and offer you a full and free salvation, ** without 
m<mey and without price P" Will you resist this love, 
pass by the blood of sprinkliug, and still go on sinning 
agamst ''better light and knowledge," stifling your 
de^>e8t convictions, set upon your own destruction? 
EeUow-sinner, once more be entreated, once more listen 
to the word of affectionate warning ; once more bethink 
you ere again you return to your worldly, wanton, selfish 
coarse — ere again you join your companions in the high- 
way of death. Much depends upon this night ; results 
of the last importance hang upon it. From the right 
hand of the Majesty on high, Jesus gazes Upon you, 
watching your every conviction, emotion, feeling; His 
blood pleads for you. The angels who surround the 
throne gaze upon you, waiting the result of this night, 
either to strike their golden harps, and anthem forth 
their joy at your conversion, or to veil their faces with 
their pinions, in grief at the hardness of your heart, and 
your stolid folly in rejecting Jesus, your beet and only 
friend. 

And now one word for you, timid, troubled 9ouJ. Ycjv^ 
know the plague of your own beaxt, ^ovjl ie.^ <Ca.^\$\ss?^«s^ 
of jeiut Bins, you stand \)laiMifcLei Mvdi^lwnMttsv^'^B. ^Ci^fc 
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presence of a thrice holy Qod. Tea, you fear death, jou 
are in bondage ; and, oh ! what would you not giye to 
enter into the ** liberty of the children of Gk)d," to expe- 
rience *' peace with GFod through Jesus Christ," to realize 
the voice of the Spirit in you, crying, "Abba, Father !" 

Surely there is a word for you. Jesus is near. He shed 
His blood for such as you, and Hla blood cleanseth from 
all sin. " Venture on Him, venture freely." He that 
Cometh to Him He will in no wise cast out. Hundreds 
and thousands such as you, now gone to rest, have 
already found life in Him. Hundreds and thousands 
still on earth, struggling, like you, in the contest of life, 
have realized peace in Him. Hundreds and thousands, 
now " dead in trespasses and sins," will yet be quickened 
into life in Him, until the blood-washed, throng be 
gathered out from the nations and kindreds of the earth, 
to be glorified with Him. And shall you be left to 
perish ? Shall the blood not avail to cleanse your poor 
labouring soul P Yes, poor sinner ! Jesus has thoughts 
of peace towards you ; the message of His love is sent 
this day to you. This word is for you. This night sal- 
vation is offered to thee, " Believe, and live." 

And now may we all be stirred up and quickened by 
the Word. May Jesus be more precious in our eyes ; 
may our souls repose more confidently in His love ; may 
the vision of our fidth be clearer and stronger ; may we 
look at the things which are not seen; may we anew 
" gird up the loins of our mind, be sober, and hope to the 
end, for the grace that is to be brought unto us at the 
revelation of Jesus Christ," to whom be glory and 
majesty, dominion and po¥rer, for ever and ever. Amen. 



^aoniJwJEbRdN^ Frinter, Salubnry Sqaiue, Fleet Street, London. 
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